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¢ Through a narrow pass, between perpendica- 
lar rocks towering to the clouds, I was proceed- 
ing with blind confidence. Suddenly, the moua- 
taineers appeared on the heights of these terrific 
cliffs. They assailed us with clouds of darts, 
and, hurting huge masses of rock upon their 
foes, they soon threw the van of the army into 
confusion. The Burgundians hastily tried to 
pass the defile; but a heavy iron chai:,* placed 
across the road, and atrougly riveted to the rock 
on each side, arrested the progress of these un- 
fortunate beings, who were overwhelmed by 
rocks falling from all the heights, and were van- 
quished without the power of resistance. Hor- 
ses, and the knights who rode them, were over- 
thrown together, and a heap of dead bodies 
choaked up the passage. ‘Terror scized on every 
heart, the voices of the commanders were un- 
heard, the troops fled, disasters multiplied, and 
general confusion ensued 

‘ Tents,t artillery, equipages, treasures, scep- 
tre, mantle, crown, all fell into the hands of the 
mountaineers, who, thus enriched with treasures 
of which they knew not the value, mistook silver 
for pewter, and sold, for a mere trifle, such of 
the rich stuffs and sumptuous habits as they did 
not destroy. One of my diamonds, which was 
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horror shook the forest at this dreadful appari- 
tion. The sanguinary waves hissed, and light- 
nings flashed in the heavens. ‘ Charles,’ cried 
the spectre, ‘thy reign is over; from woe to 
woe, from punishment to punishwent, from abyss 
to abyss thou shalt fall, until the grave receive 
thee” The phantom ceased speaking. A dread- 
ful peal of thunder shook the earth; the cloud 
dispersed, and the terrific vision disappeared. In 
the mean time the intelligence of my defeat had 
filled the bosem of Louis with transports of im- 
moderate joy. The young Duke of Lorraine 
was at the Court of France Louis furnished 
him with a few troops, and he departed for Nan- 
ey. French spies, disguised as priests, entered 
Switzerland, and preached throughout the coun- 
try the necessity of a crusade against the Bur- 
guudians. The whole popuiation of Helvetia 
took up arms at the cry of vengeance and liberty 

‘How was I then occupied? In preparing to 
defend myself—in rallying my soldiers—in re- 
calling my energies? Alas! no; the terrible 
spectre of the torrent had entirely chahged my 
character. Livid, baggard, torn by remorse, 
and stamped by the seal of divine reprobation, I 
no looger formed projects , the power of thinking 
was gone I passed whole hours in motionless 
silence, deprived of recollection; then, on a sud- 
den, like a burning mountain, my rage burst 
forth in a torrent of horrid imprecations, like fie- 
ry lava of delirium. 





supposed to be glass, was purchased by a ie ‘In one of these outrageous fits, rejecting the 
of the country for a florin { i prudent advice of all my warriors, and disrezard- 
‘Tiiee, during this fatal day, had Tenvea thet g the advantageous position of the Swiss} 


life of Egbert Towards the close of the day I 
was separated from him, and, abandoned by all 
my followers, I traversed the forest. The hero 
of Burgundy, the terror of France, the favourite 
of victory, now a fugitive in a foreign land, fell 
at length, exhausted by fafigue, beneath a dru- 
idical oak, which stood near the brink of a tor- 
rent 

‘How can I describe my despair! I could not 
be ignorant that my triumphs had excited the 
envy of rival princes, who hated while they ad- 
mired me. I heard in imagination the cry of 
joy throughout Europe. I saw the cowardly 
worshippers of fortune combine to oppress the 
fallen conqueror; and, as [ rolled in phrenzy at 
the foot of a desert rock, | called for death, and 
vented my rage in blasphemies Suddenly 
darkness overspread the face of nature, the 
heavens lowered, and my ideas became bewilder- 
ed. The waters of the torrent appcared tinged 
with blood: and the branches of the forest 
seemed like a multitude of swords suspended 
over ny head. Instead of rocks, I beheld heaps 
of dead bodies; the shrubs and reeds appeared 
to me flames arising from the inferval abodes; 
and, like Prometheus on Mount Caucassus, I ex- 
pected the devouring vulture. 

‘A blue vapour collected and condensed on 
the edge of the torrent. The night-wind agita- 
ted the shapeless cloud, and formed its masses 
into the shape of a gigantic skeleton A cry of 

* This chain yet exists, and is proudly shown 
to travellers by their Swiss guides 

+The tapestry which covered the tent of 





Charles the Bold, at the time of his defeat in 





troops, and their superiority in number, ! deter- 
mined to hazard abattle; and the whole remains 
of my army perished on the borders of Lake 
Morat. With the bones of my ill-fated Burgua- 
dians the conquerors erected on the spot that 
dreadful monument, which was destined to per- 
petuate my fury and madness 

‘ As victory follows victory, so one misfortune 
succeeds another. 1 might casily have rvtained 
the rempant of power, and preserved a great 
part of my conquests. My presence, my name, 
and my valour were yet sufficent to influence 
the Continent. Europe knew my intrepidity, 
and awaited the vigorous efforts of my genius, 
but | remained inactively plunged in the stupor 
of mental annihilation. It might have been said, 
that I gloried in evincing wyself as incompre- 
hensible a being under a reverse of fortune, as 
I had been when crowned with success _I seem- 
ed as proud of my cala:nities as | had formerly 
been of my triumphs. and by mistaking exag- 
geration for sublimity, ! appeared to covet the 
acme of humiliation. as eagerly as I had desired 
the height of power. 

‘ Assisted by the King of France, Rene had 
now regained the city of Nancy. Immediately 
on receiving the intelligenge I quitted Helvetia. 


I had suffered my hair and my beard to grow. || 


and like another Nebuchadnezzar, deprived of 
the dignity of mau, and resembling the wild 


[No. 24. 


while the army of the Duke of Lorraine was, on 
the contrary, in excellent order. Beneath the 
walls of Nancy | commenced the battle against 
Rene, and his success was not long doubtful. 
The troops of Lorraine fired trom the ra:pparts 
on the Burgundians. The horses of the besieg. 
ing knights fell beneath them, while the riders, 
armed from head to foot, and stiffened with the 
cold, could not raise themselves from the earth. 
l fell, pierced with wounds, and Charles the 
a disappeared beneath the ice of a frozen 
pond. 

‘The report of my death was rapidly circula- 
ted. The Burgundians, who had cseaped the 
sword, surrendered to the enemy, and the Duke 
of Lorraine re-entered Nancy in triumph, 
Among the dead bodies, Rene vainly sought to 
— the corpse of the fanrous Charles of Burgun- 

y* 
‘I still existed—a page saved my life. At 
the moment of my fall, night bad begun to dark- 
en the earth the Burgundians were already to- 
tally defeated. The young page, wishing to 
deprive the victors of my mortal remains, had 
secretly carried me toa but in the neighbouring 
forest. In afew hours | opened my eyes like a 
man who is just waking from a lethargy, and 
who has lost the faculty of reco'lection. 1 look- 
ed stedfastly at my deliverer, who, seated at the 
head of my bed, anxiously watched for my resto- 
ration to life. 4 questioned him with calmness, 
I recovered my senses gradually, and I listened 
without emotion to the aeconnt of my last de- 
feat. Suddeuly seizing the hand cf the pere, 
‘Swear, said I, ‘to fulfil the commands I am 
about to issue, with fidelity! He pronounced 











beasts, my looks and voice evinced a savage fe- 
rocity. ‘ 

‘ Egbert, and a few valorous warriors, had re- 
mained faithful to my interests, and I had still 
the command of a few battalions. 1 had only to 
fill up the measure of my iniquities by leading 


Switzerland, is preserved at Berne. As a work|| my few remaining followers to the field of death 


of the 15th century this tapestry is considered a 
curiosity. 


In the middle of the most rigorous winter, care- 
less of the snow which an icy wind drove against 


{ This diamond is the second in value in the|| us, I wildly marched towards Nancy. My 


French crown, and is estimated at two millions. {| troops were exhausted, and few in number; 





the required oath, and | continued. ‘ Rene, you 
sey, believes we dead. I will be so to the 
world; my plan is irrevocably fixed. Charles 
the Bold will vever appear in his present humil- 
iated state. Returu at day break to the field of 
battle, and select from ainong the dead a warrior 
whose stature may resemble mine, clothe him in 
my garments, disfigure his features, cover him 
with wounds, and drag him to that pond from 
which you extricated me. Assert positively my 
death, aud pretend to shew my remains to the 
conqueror 

‘The faithful page implicitly obeyed my or- 
ders; magnificent obsequies were paid by the 
command of the Duke of Lorraine to the soldict 
who represented Charles of Burgundy; and the 
world believed that my existence was terminated. 

‘My wounds were quickly healed, and I de- 
termined to bury myself in profound solitade. 
Weary of grandeur, and content to escape the 
agony of returning to the world a dishonoured 
man, I regretted only my daughter, whom IL 
could never again behold 

‘1 was certain that Louis would respect the 
heiress of Burgundy, whom he wished to unite 
to the dauphin. Besides, it was the interest of 
the Emperor of Germany to defend ber against 
her enemies. I was therefore easy respecting 
the fate of Mary. My disappearance restored 
peace to Europe, and those princes who would 
have pursued a guilty conqueror, could not at- 
tack an innocent orphan, Thus, y da 
myself, [saved Burgundy and my daughter. 

‘1 felt conscious that there was something 
magnanimous and generous in this sacrifice of 
self; and I joyfully hailed the spark of virtue 
which yet illaminated my sovl. My page re- 
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newed his oaths of secrecy ; and concealing my- ; as [ pointed to heaven, I dared to address you in i Overcome with agitation, he sank on one of 

self from all observation, L departed alone for || those words: There, if repentance can close the!) the seats in the hut. 
Helvetia.* | gates of hell, there alone may f say * I love |" 88 Inexorable man! I exelaiy ed, in a teeth 
‘As I passed Lake Morat aud beheld the|} ‘This interview completely subdued my rea. | bling voice, and exteuding towards him my ies. 
s 2 rn iT : 4 ' - 
Swiss occupied in constructing the famous 038u son.—I had dared to love the daughter ot Saint | ploring hands, ‘canst thou recognize jy this 

I turned away with horror The Wild |) Maur’ [remembered my transgressions ; and in || wretched exile, who now ¢m 


Mountain was before me. Traditionary tales of | 
terror prevented the vulgar from ascending the | 
rock ; this spot, therefore, was suited to him who 
sought to fly from mankind. An old hermit | ad 
formerly resided there ; I took possession of the 
dwelling be had abandoned, aud, by some dv iu- 
sions which appeared superna to the igno- 
rant mountaineers, | rendered the hrrmitage of 
the Recluse more inaccessible and more formi- 
dable than ever. 

€ Deterwined if possible to prepitiate Heaven | 
by repentance and penance, I had chosen as my I 
place of exile, the scene of my last crimes.— |, 
From my insulated dwelling I could behold the |, 
Lake of Neufchat:! aad the ossuary of Morat || 
The Terrible Peak was at a short distance ; and || 
that spot, on wich my barbarians i@their march | 
through Switzerland haa wurdered the Monks of |} 
Underlach, tike a revengeful phantom was ever i 
before my ey:s |! 

‘ Alone, though surrounded by accusing judg- |! 
es, | knelt aear the hermitage . and confessing || 


j 





my crises, implored the forgivencss of man, and |; when on ®he bridge of the torfent, the Count de, myself lost forever 


my owo estimation, became more hateful than 
ever. Charles the Bold, as be gazed on the Ter- 


rible Peak, the Lake of Neufchatel, and the Os- 


suary of Morat, sank in despair on the heath of 


require auvother victim! 
* Dreading lest my impure breath should sully 


the cdwelliag of Elodie, I refrained from ap- 
_proaching the monastery, where soon afterwards 
(the Count de Norindall arrived 


Among his 
warriors Was the page who had saved my life. 
He knew my retreat, and came to me secretly. 
By him was | itormed of the projected union of 
Egbert and the princess ef Lorraine 

‘Captivated by the attractions of Elodie, the 
friend of Rene still remained in the valley . and 
I charged Marceline to inform you of his engage- 
ment. I heard from my devoted page of Eg- 
bert’s proposals, and your refusal . aud likewise 
of his departure, and intended seizure of your 
person 

“ Elodie, what must have bern your surprize, 


braces thy knees, 
3 MDE Xible Duke of 
' 


** Mowster! avaunt! cried Herstall vehey ent. 
ii ty, as he arose to depast. * Thou speakest of re. 


lthe proud, the ferecious 
| Burguaody ?? 


ithe desert, aud exclaimed, * Monster, dost thou |) morse, while thou art meditating new criwes, 


| Can I be ignorant of thy attempts to sedy 

bes. #6. 9 rte Seduce 
| Elodie? Barbarian! cannot the grave of Irena 
and the ghost of Sain Maur protect her from thy 


matice !’ 
me! Herstall, oh spare me! Let your 


** Spare 
ipity...... 

**L hear the voices of thy victims,’ furiously 
linterrupted he, ‘they ery for veng: ance, San- 
guinary wretch! what is thy remorse to me! 
| May the curse of heaven, like mine, pursue thee 
| to the Jast moment of thy «xistence. and may 
| the horrors of thy death equal the wickeduess of 
| thy life ? 
* Herstall fled, and I remained thandersipuck. 
| The last words of the old man thrilled through 
my heart like the condemnation of the God of 
vengearce: and from this moment, | beheved 
My soul was subdued, my 





the mercy of God; but the Almighty was deaf), Norindall recognized Charles/the Bo!d ; and sup- || timbs wotionless, and my arm palsied, or | 


to my supplication. and no ray of hope gilded || 
the summit of the mountain. Alas! that happy F 
period of youth,when my thoughts were lifted |! 
up to heaven, aud desceuded again brilliant and 
pure as the legions of angels on the ladder of the 
Patriarch, was gone never to return. 

‘Tt had collected a few treasures, and was 
‘therefore efiabled to benefit the peasants. I re- 
Tieved the indigent, and assisted the unhappy. 
The Recluse was blessed by others while he cur- 
sed himself. The consoler of Underlach bore in 
his bosom an inconsolable heart, for his retuen 
te the paths of virtae had been too long delayed 
to allow of his enjoying happiness. 

‘Wherever I directed my steps, whether to 
the cottages, or the valley, 1 beard the name of 
Elodie repeated ‘in the accents of gratitude and 
admiration. I was anxious to behold this ado- 
red of the mountaineers, this Dove of the Mo- 
nastery' Uoknown to you I followed your 
steps: I saw you: and love, like a new punish- 
ment from heaven, became another source of 
misery to him, who was already enduring the 
severest pangs. 

*I now felt that I loved for the first time. The 
beauty of Irena had fascinated my senses: but 
she had not inspired me with that ardent passion, 
that religious aspect, that species of idolatry 
which Elodie alone was destined to excite. For 
a long time I wandered near you, but dared not 
present myself. One evening, I took your gir- 
die from the pavilion in the park, and returaed 
to my solitude intoxicated with joy. Asif I had 
found the talisman of virtue, I placed it near my 
heart. Alas' like a devouring fire, it added to 
my — 

*I resolved therefore to restore the fatal rib- 
bon. The ardent desire! f-It to approach and 
speak to you, inspired me with this determina- 
tion. I mast have mad; I must have 
terrified you; and yet your beart melted, when 


; 
‘ 
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| 
| 








* The States of Burgundy refused to credit the 
death of Charles the Bold. M Duclos, in his 
history of Lewis the Eleventh, volume 3, page 
66, says, ‘The people for a long time doubted 
the truth of the reports ing the death of 
Charles. said that he had secluded bim- 
self from the world, others that he had gone to 
Jerusalem: The belief in his existence was so 
strong in the minds of some, that they lent mo- 


ney which was not to be refunded until the re- 
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posing him a phantom, kueff with uplifted aris, 
to Ris former friend. Neyér can I forget our in- 
terview in the wild mountain ! 

‘i knew the eathusiasm of Egbert, and had no 
doubt of the effect my appearance before him 
would produce. Twice, in the field of battle, | 
had saved his life I knew that my name alone 


my crimes, and remembered only my virtues; 
and I was convinced that bis cntive devotion to 
the happy Duke of Burgundy would be equally 
sincere to the unfortunate Recluse. 

* Nothing could equal the transports of joy 


my heart. With ali the confidence of friendship, 


require from him the most painful sacrifice. 
‘The magnanimous Egbert fell at my feet. 
‘Oh! my Prince,’ said the generous warrior, 
‘Ob! my friend, be Elodie the consoling angel 
of thy painful exile! No, I will not be so barba- 
rous as to deprive thee of thy last remaining 
source of consvulation....Charles, I swear to thee 
never to divulge thy secrets, and f will fly (rom 


even life, ! sacrifice all to thee!’ 

‘ As he uttered these words, he rushed from 
my arms, and f saw bim no more till I saved his 
life on the Terrible Peak. 

‘The Count de Norindall was faithful to his 


my heart! I knew that 1 was unworthy of be- 
ing the husband of Elodie ; and I had prevented 
her forming a marriage which would have in- 
sured her happiness. The young, the brave, the 
virtuous Egbert alone could deserve the heart of 
the Maiden of Underlach ! 

*I wasalone in my hermitage, when sudden! 
the door opened, and I perceived . Herstall. 
*You here!’ cried I. A ray of light at this mo- 
rr a am ny features, and the old man ut- 
ered a shriek of horror as he recogniz 
reat Hokey gnized Charles 

‘ *Herstall,” exclaimed I, throwing myself at 
his fect, ‘ have pity on me; forgive the wretched 
victim of misfortune, repentance and despair— 
eae thyself by plunging this weapon inte 

ea 


‘ * I forgive thee! I pardon the murder of my 





turn of the prince. 


brother! the destroy 


er of my Irena! 
of my family my Irena! the scourge 


! Never !* 


Elodie' Love, Hymen, peace, happiness, and | 


oath ; bat one more pang of remorse writhed | 


|: should have terminated my suflerings by the 
} sword 

| ‘in this deplorable state 1 passed a week, 
| when suddenly i heard of the death of Herstall. 
| Fearing lest Elodie should susp: et me of having 
|, murdered him, I scught the « onastery. Strange 
' was the fate that awaited me! At the grave ol (he 


| would excite his tears; I knew@that he excused: old man who had cursed me, 1 was destined to 


iibehold the first raygof hope. At the tomb of 

}} Mersiall | knew | wat beloved! 

|| *But oh! how evanescent was this beam of 
happiness ' I felt the horror of my situation, and 


' the misery I was pre paring tor Elodie. Renen- 


| which filled the beart of the noble Egbert, whea |: berivg the maleviction of Herstall, 1 endureda 
| in the hut of the wild mountain, I pressed him toi, severe conflict between duly and love. but my 


generous feelings conquered ; 1 bade youa last 


| | avowed my love for the Orphan of the Abbey. | adieu, and far from the Wild Mountain sought 
His tears flowed, and yet I had the courage to | 


an abode of exile and grief. 

| ‘Aware of the intrigues of the conspirator 
' Palzo, and forseeing the dauger which threalen- 
-ed you I had formed a plan to counteract the in- 
| famous projects of the rebel-chief, long before the 
| watch-light blazed on the tower. Through the 
_medium of Egbert the court of Lorraine was! 
formed of the plot of Undertach ; and when f 
/saw you in the chapel, | knew that the Count de 
Norindall had already quitted Nancy, and was 
| approachivg to your assistance. 
* Oh too dear Elodie! 1 came to meet you with 
‘a firm determination not to utter a word of loves 
, but all my resolutions vavished like a dream 
‘when I beheld you. Iheard your melting voice 
and you saw me at your fect. 

‘The Prince of Palzo was arrested, and y%™ 
determined to accompany the Countess. Fro 
the summit of the Wild Mountain I brheld yor 
departure, and I felt death in my heart ted 

‘On the preceding evening 1 had concea ‘ 
myself in a cavern near the torrent of L nderlac ' 
and had terrified Palzo with a prophetic sont 
It was not until the day of your deperture pee? 
discovered the project of the rebels to rest 
their captive chief. To save the troops © os 
bert, who were so inferior in number os 
armed mountaineers, | preceded you te the bo 
rible Peak. In the immense cavern of the 
midable rock I concealed a quantity of ee 
wood, gunpowder, su!pher and other com aa 
ble matter. In the midst of the battle comme 
ced by the rebels, a violent detonatior pew ee 5 
to the credulous mountaineers the approa¢ le 
the bleeding phantom Wrapped iu @ ae 
mantle, 1 rushed from amidst of the flames, 
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Weazure sky. Blasphemy no longer sullied my 
SReeence, | offered my thanksziving to the Most 


- >) Eternal had confided Elodie to me. and, lik: 
"’"the dove of the covenant, announcing to man 
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yified the insurgent troops, killed Palzo, and 
saved the life of Egb« rt. 

‘Oh Maiden of Underlach! when [ boré@ you 
senseless in my arms to the mou tain, aud pres- 
sed you with ecstacy to ty heart, heaveu seem: 
ed to uuclose its gates to me. The night wind 
wafted the sounds of peace and love | inhaled | 
with delight the soft aud pure air of the forest, 
and became reconciled to vature Innocence re 
posed on my bosom, and I felt purified by her 
co.tact. The remembrance of my crimes fied 
like ancient Chaos before the first beams of Au- 
rora ; and my soul, as it gave birth to hope, open- 
ed to the sentiments of virtue. Glory, riches, 
throues, power, what were ye in the eyes of the 
mountain exile! He could despise the pomp» 
of lite, for he believed himself absolved by heav- 
en! He bad fouad his God ! 

‘My eyes were raised in gratitude to the 


s; and, for the first time since my days of in- 
High, and biessed the mercy ef heaven. The 
that the wrath of the Almighty was appeased, 


she came to otfer me the olive branch of peace 
* You recovered from your swoon, aud accept. 





edan asylum in iny hut put what a night of 
misery succeeded this blissful day! Reposing a-| 
gainst the door of the sanctified retreat of my F-| 
lodie, L had fallen into a peaceful sleep, w hen | 
suddenly the Spectre of the Torrent appeared | 
tome in adream on his brow was a blood stain-! 
ed crown; shreds of purple covered his livid) 
bedy.and serpéuts were knawiug his heart 

** Charles, said the phantom, * heaven is ap | 
peased; thy remorse has unnerved the arm of | 
justice; but, that thou raayest be completely ab. | 
sulved by the Eternal, obey his commands, which 
, In the O-suary of Morat.sur- 


i deliver to thee 
rounded by the memorials of past guilt, in Uiat 
mouument of crime aud death, thou shalt reveal } 
thy wane to the virgin of Uuderlach. Obey 
the will of heaven’ 

‘At this dreadful decree, | uttered piercing 
cries, and implored the pity of the spectre, who 
repulsed me and vanished. T awoke in terror 
my hair stood o} end, anda coid sweat bedewed 
my frane Three times in spite of myself, sleep 
closed iy eye-lids, aud three times was the 
dream repeated  - could no longer mistake the 
divine will Atthe period of my first reverses, 
the spectre of the torrent had not deceived me 
when he predicted a series of calamities He 
now promised methe pardon of heaven on con- 
dition of my obedience to the preseribed decree 
Divine mereyv could uot be purchased at too dear 
a rate,and [ submitted 

*[ can say ao sore 5; my crucl confession is 
made Daughter of Saint Maur. have 1 not suf- 
ficiently drained the cup of misfortune? LT a- 
wait mv seutence; whatever it may be, pro- 
nounce it rearlessly, and I swear that the unfor- 
tuvate exile shall utter noreproach tf Charles 
be condeuined, you will see bim no more-if he 
be absolved-——9h, Elodie! 1 dare not indulge 
myself in the thought. Can I look for happi- 
ness? Heaven may grant a pardon, but can I 
hope,.can ! expect a reward ? 

* Like acriminal on the point of execution, I 
every momen! shudder involuntarily. 4 second 
theaderbolt another anathema. more horribl- 
than that of Herstall. seems to threaten me If 
my presentimeu's are verified, if your heart dis 
claims me, then farewel! dearest Elodie '—I sub 
mitto my fate. and depart Perhaps that God, 
whohas separated us on earth, may unite us in 
heaven '—Conso!led by this sweet thought, I 
shall descend with transport to the obseure grave, 
where my morta! remains wil! repose urhaliow 
ed by the tear of pity’ Adicu |! consoling auge! 
of repentance aud grief! Adieu! ‘flower of 





—— 


spring I have once, for an instant, inhaled thy 
perluimes, but my breath has not sullied thy pu- 
rity. Adieu, sweet vision from the regions of 
bliss. Adieu, hope, love. and happiness! 


—<p—— 
BOOK XIL 


The Virgin of Underlach had finished the pe- 
rusal of the manuscript. Notwithstanding his 
errors, Charles, before whom maukiud had trem- 
bled, now the outcast of the earth, appeared a 
woble penitent in the eyes of the Orphan. If his} 
crimes had been enormous, how dcep was his re- 
morse Manifold were his offences, but his suf- 
ferings had been severe. The Hero of Burgun- 
dy, exiled, repentant, and forgotten by the world, 
Was an object of intense interest. Charles, cloth- 
ed in purple, apd crowned with victory, was but 
a furtunate prince. but Charles on the moun. 
lain, abandoned, voluntarily despoiled of gran- 
leur, and arrived at the lowest degree of degra- 
dation, yet enduring life, appeared to her supe- 
rior to human ature. 

What answer could Elodie give to the unfor- 
tunate being who implored her mercy? Could 
she deprive him of the soie tie which now bound 
hiu to existence ? The auger of Heaven was ap- 
peased ; and could the Orphan be more infiexi- 
ble than the Almighty ? Was it for her to 
plung: him into the depths of despair, when Heav- 
eu bad recalled him to the paths of immortality : 
Nu: her resolution was taken. The Maiden of 
the Abbey could only be the harbinger of peace 
and pardon Heaven had perhaps selected her 


ce more iu the path of virtue, aud lead hii at 
leneth to peace and happiness 
With a firm hand, and in the conviction that 


hermitage of the Recluse! what throne could 
compare with the rock inhabited by Elodie. 

According to the arrangements of the prince, 
Elodie was to seek Anselmo. The worthy Pas- 
terof Underlach, who could not have forgotien 
that his dear Conrad owed his life to the Re- 
cluse, was to unite the lovers in the chapel be- 
longing to the abbey. No carihily power could 
legally oppose the inmarriage of the Orphan, for 
Elodie was not known to ber family, and Charles 
was forgotten by all Henceforth they would 
be every thing to each other; henceforth one 
soul would animate them ! 

In the sweetest dreams of transport, in the 
most delicious ecstacy of scutiment, the Duke of 
Burguidy and the Orphan of Underlach forgot 
the flight of time. Alas! the scythe of that 
ruthless destroyer cuts off the happiness of man 
almost at the moment of fruition. ‘Like the 
evanescent brightness of human felicity#he day 
passed away ; and towards tbe evening Elodie, 
leaning on the arm of her friend, ber protector, 
her lover, her husband, descended the mountain. 
As they approached thetorrent, they separated ; 
the Orphau to visit the dwelling of Auselme, 
and the prince to see his generous friend at the 
monastery He was anxiousto press the mag 
nanimous Rgbert to nisbosom, which now res- 
tored to happiness, was glowing with gratitude 
andtenderness. That being uiay deserve pardon 
and pity whose heart's best cinotions have be- 
come frozen or stagnantin the depths of mistor- 
tune, as the subterranean stream which filters 
throngh the earth is petrified beneath the reek. 
But the cold insensible soul, which when ren 





to console the repentant sinner, to confirm him) ovated by the celestial dew of prosperity, refuses 


| luscatter arouud 


olence, and love, merits only hatred and coa- 
tempt! 


it the iragrance of joy, benev- 





she was fulfilling a sacred duty, Elodie, no long- 





: . *-. . ‘ 
jshe hastily deposited iu the hollow of the willow 
' 


| tree 

i * You have been criminal, but the mercy of 
| God is greater than the sinfalness of man Cau 
i be the judge appointed by the Eternal! Oh, 
Charles, the voice of inuocence cannot curse — 
Youth is merciful, and a maidens should only be 
employed in iaissions of peace and pardon = In 
my eyes your confessious have changed your 


i have read, wept, and pardoued 
The Orphan counted the juoments with impa- 
tie.ce. ¢ Proud of feeling herself the sole sup- 


being the whole world to that conquering hero 
whom once the possession of a vanquished uni- 
verse would not have contented, she enjoyed in 
antic. pation the transports her letter woul! cre- 
ate Consoled by the idea of baving purified the 
heart of another her angelic sou! considered 
love a vrtue,and happinessa duty The par- 
don she had pronounced was lik» av inspiration 
from heaven; and the future, in magic colouring, 
opened before her decked with all the tilusions 
of youth, enthusiasm, and love 


at the feet of Elodie. 
of mutuallove The heart of the Orphav spoke, 
aud the happy Duke of Burgundy had now only 
to fear the excess of transport. Alas ! too near- 
ly dothe extremes of happiness and misery ap- 
proach each other. 

The hermitage, the forest, the rocks, the des- 
ert,—all seemed to have disappeared, and the 
lovers roved through the enchauted regions of 
mutual affection All the projects of Charles 
were sanctioned by Elodie The Duke of Bur- 
gundy was to live secluded from the haunts of 
men, on the wild mountain, but the beloved of his 
heart was to share his exile. The hut was to be 
rebailt and the evchanter love was to superin- 
tend the work. What palace could equal the 





' 
character, but they can never change my heart | 


port of the celebrated Prince of Burgundy, of} 





Anselwo uttered a cry of joy as he per- 


ler hesitating. traced the following lines, which|| ccived the Orphan approaching him He Ist- 


i cned with attention to her story. aud expressed 


| bis delight at bee deliverance, xcept the wawe 
}} aud secret history of tae Recluse, Eledie con- 
1 cealed nolhniog trom Father Aas-Imo. Her wish- 
es, ber resolution and the object of her visit to 
the presbytery. were all declared to her old 
| friend 
|} Anselmo listened without interrupting her; 
ibutdeep drawo sighs fr quently escaped bim 
during her recital, and she rewarked that while 
| She auniously awaited his answer, bis eyes Ged 
| with tears 

At length the venerable pastor spoke—‘ It 
was then to become the bride of the mysterious 
| Recluse,a nameless, untitled, uaportioned being, 
; that the gentle Maiden of Uncerlach refused the 
| hand of the noble, virtuous, and powerful Count 
| de Norindall ! 

* Alax'’ continued he, * Heaven has invest- 
ed me with no right to controul Elodie . she is 
her ow: mistress The prudent advice. and cool 
reasonings of an old man would be ineflectually 
opposed to the burning eloque:ce of love, and 
the seducing dictates of the impassioned heart ! 
Butoh' my child, auswer me with sinecrity. — 


The Recluse eagerly sought the hut, and fell!| On the point of uniting your fate to the unknown 
" Sweet is the first avowal |! of the wild mountain, when perbape a preeipice 


is before you, does not your resolution falt'r? is 
not your heart seized with an involantary shud- 
dering ?” 

(To be Continued) 
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A DEAD DIALOGUE. 


‘ Pray, Madame, how do you do” 

‘ Dead, Maam, with the tooth ache. 

‘Lord, | am sorry for it; but I myself have 
been deud these three weeks, and poor little 
Jacky is dying of the same complaint.’ 
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newed his oaths of secrecy ; and concealing my- 
self from all observation, I departed alone for 
Helvetia.* 
‘As I passed Lake Morat aud beheld the 
Swiss occupied in constructing the famous o38u 
ary, | turned away with horror The Wild) 
Mountain was before me. Traditionary tales of | 
terror prevented the vulgar from ascending the | 
rock ; this spot, therefore, was suited to him who 
sought to fly from mankind. An old hermit had |) 
formerly resided there ; I took possession of the | 
dwelling be had abandoned, ony seme deiu- || 

sions which appeared supernat 
rant mountaineers, | rendered the hrrmitage of 
the Recluse more inaccessible and more formi- |: 
dable than ever. 
© Deterwined if possible to propitiate Heaven }) 
by repentance and penance, I had chosen as my || 
place of exile, the scene of my last crimes.— |, 
From my iusalated dwelling I could behold the | 
Lake of Neufchate] aad the ossuary of Morat | 
The Verrible Peak was at a Short distance ; and |) 
that spot, on waich my barbarians i@their march | 
through Switzerland had wardered the Monks of |; 
Underlach, tikea revengeful phantom was ever i 
before my ey«s |! 
* Alone, though surrounded by accusing judg- i 
es, | knelt near the hermitage : and confessing f 
i 








my crimes, implored the forgiveness of man, and 
the mercy of God ; but the Almighty was deaf) 
to my supplication. and no ray of hope gilded |: 
the summit of the mountain. Alas! that happy |; 
period of youth,when my thougbts were lifted |' 
up to heaven, aud desceuded again brilliant and 
pure as the legions of angels on the ladder of the 
Patriarch, was gone never to return. 

‘Tf had collected a few treasures, and was 
‘therefore enabled to benefit the peasants. I re- 
Yieved the indigent, and assisted the unhappy. |; 
The Recluse was blessed by others while he cur- [ 
sed himself. The consoler of Underlach bore in 
his bosom an inconsofable heart, for his return 
te the paths of virtae had been too long delayed 
to allow of his enjoying happiness. 

‘Wherever I directed my steps, whether to 
the cottages, or the valley, 1 heard the name of || 
Elodie repeated in the accents of gratitude and 
admiration. I was anxious to behold this ado- 
red of the mountaineers, this Dove of the Mo- 
nastery! Uoknown to you I followed your 
steps: I saw you: and love, like a new punish- 
ment irom heaven, became another source of 
misery to him, who was already enduring the 
severest pangs. 

*I now felt that I loved for the first time. The 
beauty of Irena had fascinated my senses: but 
she had not inspired me witb that ardent passion, 
that religious aspect, that species of idolatry 
which Elodie alone was destined to excite. For 
a long time I wandered near you, but dared not 
present myself. One evening, { took your gir- 
dle from the pavilion in the park, and retorard 
to my solitude intoxicated with joy. As if Thad 
found the talisman of virtue, I placed it near my 
heart. Alas! like a devouring fire, it added to 
my oe 

*I resolved therefore to restore the fatal rib- 
bon. The ardent desire 1 fit to approach and 
speak to you, inspired me with this determina- 
tion. I mast have app-ared mad; I must have 
terrified you; and yet your beart melted, when 


' 
} 





x=. 





* The States of Burgundy refused to credit the 
death of Charles the Bold. M Duclos, in his 
history of Lewis the Eleventh, volume 3, page 
66, says, ‘The people for a long time doubted 
the teuth of the reports ing the death of 


self front the world, others that he had gone to 
Jerusalem: The belief in his existence was so 
strong io the minds of some, that they lent mo- 











that hé had secladed him-|| 


,as I pointed to heaven, I dared to address you in ,, 


those words: There, if repentance cun close the 
gates of hell, there alone may 4 say * I love’ 

‘ This interview cowpletely subdued my rea 
son.—I had dared to love the daughter of Saint 
Maur’ [remembered wy transgressions ; and in 
my owo estimation, became more hateful than 
ever. Charles the Bold, as be gazed on the Ter- 
rible Peak, the Lake of Neufchatel, and the Os. 
suary of Morat, sank in despair on the heath of 
the desert, aud exclaimed, * Monster, dost thou 
require auother victim! 


to the igno-|, * Dreading lest my impure breath should sully 


the cwelliag of Elodie, I refrained from ap- 
proaching the monastery, where soon afterwards 


‘the Conant de Norindall arrived. Among his 


warriors was the page who had saved my life. 
He knew my retreat, and came to me secretly, 
By him was | itorwed of the projected union of 
Egbert and the princess ef Lorraine 

‘Captivated by the attractions of Elodie, the 
friend of Rene still remained in the valley . and 
I charged Marceline to inform you of ais engage- 
ment. I beard from my devoted page of Eg- 
bert’s proposals, and your refusal . aud likewise 
of his departure, and intended seizure of your 
person 

“ Elodie, what must have bern your surprize, 


when on®he bridge of the torfent, the Count de | 






Norindall recoguized Charle 
posing him a phantom, kuef with uplifted arins, 
to Ris former friend. Neyér can | forget our in- 
terview in the wild mountain ! 

‘ | knew the euthusiasm of Egbert, and had no 


the Bold; and sup- 


would produce. 


Twice, in the tield of buttle, | 
had saved his life 


I knew that my name alone 


my crimes, and remembered only my virtues; 
and I was cotvinced that-bis entire devetion to 


|the happy Duke of Burgundy would be equally || 


sincere to the unfortunate Recluse. 


| § Nothing could equal the transports of joy ' 
| which filled the heart of the noble Egbert, when | berivg the maleciction of Herstall, 1 endureda 
jin the hut of the wild mountain, I pressed him toi, severe conflict between duty and love. bat my 


my heart. With all the confidence of frieze:su:, 
His tears flowed, and yet I had the courage tr 
require from him the most painful sacrifice. 

*The magnanimous Egbert fcti at my feet. 
‘Ob! my Prince, *2!a the generous warriér, 
‘Ob! mv friend, be Elodie the consoling angel 
ot tiny painful exile! No, I will not be so barba- 
rous as to deprive thee of thy last remaining 
source of consvlation....Charles, I swear to thee 
never to divulge thy secrets, and I will fly from 
Elodie' Love, Hymen, peace, happiness, and 
even life, 1 sacrifice all to thee!’ 

* As he uttered these words, he rushed from 
my arms, and [ saw bim no more till I saved his 
life on the Terrible Peak. 

* The Count de Norindall was faithful to his 


my heart! I knew that 1 was unworthy of be- 
ing the busband of Elodie ; and I had prevented 
her forming a marriage which would have in- 
sured her happiness. The young, the brave, the 
virtuous Egbert alone could deserve the heart of 
the Maiden of Underlach ! 

*I was alone in my hermitage, when sudden! 
the door opened, and I perceived _ Herstall. 
‘You here! cried I. A ray of light at this mo- 
a oe _ Tt. features, and the old man ut- 
eved a shriek of horror as he recognized 
seg Sa bey g Charles 

*  Herstall,” exclaimed I, throwing myself at 
his feet, ‘ have pity on me ; forgive the Wretched 
victim of misfortune, repentance and ‘despair— 


- , tne thyself by plunging this weapon inte 





ney which was not é 
turn of the , ‘abe refunded until the re- 


‘ * I forgive thee! I pardon the murder of m 
brother! the destroyer of my Irena! th . 
of my family! Never r , es 


oath ; but one more pang of remorse writhed || 


— ——— 
‘Overcome with agitation, he sanx 
li the seats in the hut. — » he sani on one of 
**Inexorable man!’ I exclaimed 

| bling voice, and exteuding towards 
}ploring hands, ‘canst thou recogn 
\wretched exile, who now cmbrac 
the proud, the ferocious 
| Burgundy ?? 
|. *‘Mouster! avaunt! cried Herstall veheuent. 
\ ly, as he arose to depast.  * Thou speakest oj re. 
ji; morse, while thou art meditating uew Cries 
|Can I be ignorant of thy attempts to seduce 
| Elodie? Barbarian! cannot the grave of Irena 
and the ghost of Sain Maur protect her from thy 
| matice ? 

* * Spare 
i pity. eeeee 
**t hear the voices of thy victims,’ furiously’ 
jinterrupted he, ‘they ery for veug: ative. Sag. 
\guinary wretch! what is thy remorse to me! 
| May the curse of heaven, like mine, pursue thee 
ito the Jast moment of thy «xistence. aud may 
| the horrors of thy death equal the wickeduess of 
thy life 
| * Herstall fled, and I remained thanderstruck. 
| The iast words of the old man thrilled through 
my heart like the condemnation of the God of 
vengearce: and from this momert, 1 beheved 

myself lost forever My soul was subdued, my 
i limbs motionless, and my arn: palsied, or I 
should have terwinated my sufferings by the 


» In & trem. 
him my im. 
Ze in this 
braces thy knees 
pe inflexible Duke of 


me! Herstall, oh spare me! Let your 





if 

); sword 

| ‘In this deplorable state I passed a week, 
when suddenly | heard of the death of Herstall. 


| doubt of the effect my appearance before him |, Fearing lest Elodie should susp: ct me of having 


i; murdered him, I sought the « onastery. Strange 
' was the fate that awaited me! At the grave oi the 


| would excite his tears; I knewthat he excused; old mau who had cursed me, 1 was destined to 


iibehold the first rayyof hope. At the tomb of 
+ Bersiall | knew | was beloved ! 

‘But oh! bow evanescent was this beam of 
happiness ' I felt the horror of my situation, and 
the misery I was pre paring tor Elodie. Renen- 


' geneous feelings conquered ; | bade youa lust 


| | avowed my love for the Orphan of the Abbey. |, adieu, and far from the Wild Mountain sought 


; an abode of exile and grief. 

{ ‘Aware of the intrigues of the conspirator 
' Palzo, and forseeing the dauger which tbrealen- 
ed you I had forwed a plan to counteract the i0- 
| famous projects of the rebel-chief, long before the 
watch-light blazed on the tower. Through the 
_medium of Egbert the court of Lorraine was it 
‘formed of the plot of Underlach ; and when | 
‘saw you in the chapel, | knew that the Count de 
Norindall had already quitied Nancy, and was 
| approaching to your assistance. : 

‘ Oh too dear Elodie! 1 case to meet you wilh 
‘a firm determination not to utter a word of love) 
| but all my resolutions vavished like a dream 
| when I beheld you. I heard your melting voice 
and you saw me at your fect. 

‘The Prince of Palzo was arrested, and yo 
determined to accompany the Countess. Froa 
the summit of the Wild Mountain I bs held yout 
departure, and I felt death in my heart ted 

‘ On the preceding evening 1 bad concea 
myself in a cavern near the torrent of Underlacly 
‘and had terrified Palzo with a prophetic a 
It was not until the day of your deperture ra? 
discovered the project of the rebels to oa 
their captive chief. To save the troops 0 n 
beri, who were so inferior in number “ee 
armed mountaineers, | preceded you te the = 
rible Peak. In the immense cavern of the - 
midable rock I concealed a quantity of a 
wood, gunpowder, su!pher and other com ri 
ble matter. Inthe midst of the battle comme 
ced by the rebels, a violent detonatior poser tl 
to the credulous mountaineers the approae ie 
the bleeding phantom Wrapped io @ ae 
mantle, 1 rushed from amidst of the flames, 
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SMwazure sky. Blasphemy no longer sullied my 
= ap-. and, for the first time since my days of in- 
WReeence, { offered my thanksgiving to the Most 
~ High, and biessed the mercy of heaven. The 

> Eternal had confided Elodie to me. and, lik: 


"the dove of the covenant, announcing to man 
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yified the insurgent troops, killed Palzo, and 
saved the life of Egbert. 

‘Oh Maiden of Underlach! when I boré you 
senseless in my arms to the mou tain, and pres- 
sed you with ecstacy to my heart, heaven scem- 
ed to unclose its gates to me. The night wind 
watted the sounds of peace and love | inhaled! 
with delight the soft aud pure air of the forest, 
and became reconciled tovature Innocence re- 
posed on my bosom, and I felt purified by her 
co.tact. The remembrance of my crime fied 
like ancient Chaos before the first beams of Au- 
rora ; and my soul, as it gave birth to hope, open- 
ed to the sentiments of virtue. Glory, riches, 
throues, power, what were ye in the eyes of the 
mountain exile! He could despise the pomp» 
of lite, for he believed himself absolved by heav- 
en! He had found bis God ! 

‘My eyes were raised in gratitude to the 


that the wrath of the Almighty was appeased, 
she came to offer me the olive branch of peace 
* You recovered from your swoon, aud accept- 
edan asylum in iny hut . But what a night of 
inisery succeeded this blissful day ! Reposing a- 
gainst the door of the sanctified retreat of my B- 
lodie, | had fallen into a p aceful sleep, when 
suddenly the Spectre of the Torrent appeared | 
tome in adream on his brow was a blood stain-! 
ed crown; shreds of purple covered his livid | 
Ledy. and serpeuts were knawiug his heart 
** Charles, said the phantow, * heaven is ap | 
' 





peased; thy remorse has unnerved the arm of 
justice; but, that thou mayest be completely ab- 
sulved by the Eternal, obey his commands, which 





I deliver to thee In the O-suary of Morat. sur- 
rounded by the memorials of past guilt, in Uiat ti 
moment oferime aud death, thou shalt reveal l 
thy waue to the virgin of Uuderlach. Obey } 
the will of heaven’ 

‘At this dreadful decree, I uttered piercing 
cries, aud implored the pity of the spectre. who 
repulsed me and vanished. T awoke in terror 
my hair stood o} end, anda coid sweat bedewed 
my frane Three times in spite of myself, sleep 
closed my eye-lids, aud three times was the 
drvam repeated + could no longer mistake the 
divine will Atthe period of my first reverses, 
the spectre of the torrent had not deceived me |} 
when he predicted a series of calamities He 
now promised me the pardon of heaven on con- 
dition of my obedicuce to the preseribed decree 
Divine mercy could uct be purchased at too dear 
a rate, and [ submitted 

*f can say ao ore ; my cruel confession is 
made Daughter of Saint Maur. have If not suf- 
ficiently drained the cup of misfortune? Ta- 
wait mv seuteice; whatever it may be, pro- 
nounce it :earlessly, and I swear that the unfor. 
tuuate exile shall utter noreproach ti Charles 
be condeuined, you will sce him no more—if he 
be absolved-——-Oh, Elodie! 1 dare not indulge 
myself in the thought. Can JI look for happi- 
ness? Heaven may erant a pardon, but can I 
hope..can § expect a reward ? 

* Like acriminal on the point of execution, I 
every memen' shudder involuntarily. 4 second 
theaderbolt. another anathema. more horribt- 
than that of Herstall. seems to threaten me If 
Dy presentiments are verified, if your beart dis. 
claims me, then farewel! dearest Elodie '—1 sub 
mitto my fate. and depart Perhaps that God, 





whohas separated us on earth, may unite us in 
heaven !—Conso!led by this sweet thought, I 
shall descend with transport to the obseure grave, 
where my mortal remains wil! repose urhaliow 
ed by the tear of pity’ Adieu! consoling auge! 
of repentance and grief! Adieu! ‘flower of 








spring I have once, for an instant, inhaled thy 
perluimes, but my breath has not sullied thy pu- 
rity. Adieu, sweet vision from the regions of 
bliss. Adieu, hope, love. and happiness)’ 


—— 
BOOK XIL 


The Virgin of Underlach had finished the pe- 
rusal of the manuscript. Notwithstanding his 
errors, Charfes, before whom maukiad had trem- 
bled, now the outcast of the earth, appeared a 
woble penitent in the eyes of the Orphan. If his! 
crimes had been enormous, how deep was his re- 
morse. Manifold were his offences, but his suf- 
lerings had been severe. The Hero of Burgun- 
dy, exiled, repentant, and forgotten by the world, 
was an object of intense interest. Charles, cloth- 
ed in purple, apd crowned with victory, was but 
a fortunate prince. but Charles on the moun 
lain, abandoned, voluntarily despoiled of gran- 
deur, and arrived at the lowest degree of degra- 
dation, yet enduring life, appeared to her supe- 
rior to human sature. 

What answer could Elodie give to the unfor- 
tunate being who implored her mercy? Could 
she deprive him of the sole tie which now bound 
hiu to existence ? The anger of Heaven was ap- 
peased ; and could the Orphan be more inficxi- 
ble than the Almighty ? Was it for her to 
plung him into the depths of despair, when Heav- 
en bad recalled him to the paths of immortality : 
No: her resolution was taken. The Maiden of 
the Abbey could only be the harbinger of peace 
and pardon Heaven had perbaps selected her 


hermitage of the Recluse ! what throne could 
compare with the rock inhabited by Elodie. 

According to the arrangements of the prince, 
| Elodie was to seek Auselmo. The worthy Pas- 
tor of Underlach, who could not have forgotien 
that his dear Conrad owed his life te the Re- 
cluse, was to unite the lovers in the chapel be- 
| longing to the abbey. No earthly power could 
legally oppose the inarriage of the Orphan, for 
Elodie was not known to ber family, and Charles 
was forgotten by all Henceforth they would 
be every thing to each other; henceforth one 
soul would animate them ! 

In the sweetest dreams of transport, in the 
most delicious ecstacy of scutiment, the Duke of 
Burguudy and the Orphaa of Underlach forgot 
the flight of time. Alas! the scythe of that 
ruthless destroyer cuts off the happiness of man 
almost at the moment of fruition. ‘Rike the 
evanescent brightness of human (elicity#he day 
passed away ; aud towards the evening Elodie, 
leaning on the arm of her friend, her protector, 
her lover, her husband, descended the mountain. 
As they approached thetorrent, they separated ; 
the Orphau to visit the dwelling of Auseclmo, 
and the prince to see his generous friend at the 
monastery He was anxious to press the mag- 
nanimous Egbert to nisbosom, which now res- 
tored to happiness, was glowing with gratitude 
andtenderness. That being way deserve pardon 
and pity whose heart’s best emotions have be- 
come frozen or slaynantin the depths of mistor- 
tune,as the subterranean stream which filters 
through the earth is petrified beneath the rock. 
But the cold insensible soul, which when ren- 


to console the repentant sinner, to confirm Lim), ovated by the celestial dew of prosperity, refuses 


ce more iu the path of virtue, aud lead him at 
length to peace and happiness 

With a firm hand, and in the conviction that 
she was fulfilling a sacred duty, Elodie, ne long- 


| toscatter around it the irazgrance of joy, benev- 
vlence, and love, merits only hatred aud coa- 
tempt! 

Anseluo uttered a cry of joy as he per- 








* You have been criminal, but the mercy of 
God is greater than the sinfaluess of man = Cau 
{ be the judge appointed by the Eternal! Oh, 
Charles, the voice of inuecence cannot curse — 
Youth is merciful, and a maiden should only be 
employed in jaissions of peace and pardon = In 
my eyes your confessious have changed your 
character, but they can never change my heart 
ihave read, wept, and pardoued " 

The Orphan counted the jwomenrts with impa- 
tie.ce. ¢ Proud of feeling herself the sole sup. 


port of the celebrated Prince of Burgundy, of}, 


being the whole world to that conquering hero 
whom once the possession of a vanquished uni- 
verse would not have contented, she enjoyed in 


fer hesitating. traced the following tines, which || ceived the Orphan approaching him He list- 


cned with attention to her story. aad expressed 
bis detight at berde!iverance, Fexcepi the uawe 
|} aud seeret history of the Recluse, Eledie con- 


1} cealed nothing from Father Aaw+imo. Her wish- 
es, her resolution and the object of her visit to 
the presbytery. were all declared to her old 

| friend 

| Anselmo listened without interrupting her; 

'butdeep drawa sighs froquently @Scaped bin 

| during her recital, and she rewarked that while 

| She auxiously awaited his auswer, his eyes Bled 
| with tears 
At length the venerable pastor spoke—‘ It 
was then to become the bride of the mysterious 
| Recluse,a nameless, untitled, uaportioned being, 
| that the gentle Maiden of Uaoderlach refused the 
hand of the noble, virtuoys, and powerful Count 


antic.patiou the transports ber letter woul! cre- || de Norindall ' 


ate Consoled by the idea of baving purified the 
heart of another her angelic sou! considered 
love a vrtue,and bappinessa duty The par- 
don she had pronounced was Hk» an inspiration 
frou heaven; and the futore, in magic colouring, 
opened before her decked with all the tilusions 
of youth, enthusiasm, and love 

The Recluse vagerly sought the hut, and fell) 
at the feet of Elodw. Sweet is the first avowal 
of wutuallove The heart of the Orpthav spoke, 
and the happy Dake of Burgundy had now only 
to fear the excess of transport. Alas! too near- 
ly dothe extremes of happiness and misery ap- 
proach each other. 

The hermitage, the forest, the rocks, the des- 
ert,—all seemed to have disappeared, and the 
lovers roved through the enchaated regions of 
mutual affection. All the projects of Charies 
were sanctioned by Elodie The Duke of Bur- 
gundy was to live secluded from the haunts of 
men, on the wild mountain, but the beloved of his 
heart was to share his exile. ‘The hut was to be 
rebailt and the enchanter love was to superin- 


| * Alas'’ continued he, * Heaven has invest- 
led me with no right to controul Elodie . she is 
| herow: mistress The prudent advice, and cool 
reasonings of an old man would be ineflectually 
opposed to the burning eloquece of love, and 
the séducing dictates of the impassioned beart ! 
Butoh' my child, auswer me witb sincerity. — 
} On the point of uniting your fate to the unknown 
| of the wild mountain, when perbapse a precipice 
is before you, dees not your resolution faltr? is 
not your heart seized with an involuntary shud- 
dering ? 
(To be Continued) 





Se 


oa ee 


A DEAD DIALOGUE. 
‘ Pray, Madame, how do you do” 
* Dead, Maam, with the tooth ache. 


‘Lord, | am sorry for it; but I myself have 
been devd these three weeks, and poor little 
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tend the work. What palace could equal the 





Jacky is dying of the same complaint.” 
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SKENANDOAH, THE ONEIDA CHIEF. 
A writer in the London New Monthly Maga- 
zine, under the head of “ Fragments of the 
Woods”,—gives some anecdctes, and speci- 
mens of eloquence of the celebrated chiefs of 
the different tribes of Indians in the United 

States, from which we extract the following, 

relating to Skenandoah, who died a year or 

two since at the Oneida Castle, near Utica, in 
this state. 

We seldom recollect reading any thing 
more affecting than the reproaches of 
Skenandoah, the old Oneida chieftain and 
convert, upon the discovery that their 
iands“and improvements had been sold 
to the States, by the intrigue, as he ima- 
gined, of the white mens Skenandoah 
was then one hundred years of age, and 
had been blind for a long period before. 
While he spoke the tears ran copiously 
down his cheeks and those of his people. 
Even the missionary, who had settled 
among the Oneidas, could not refrain 
from the general sympathy excited by 
the murmurs of the forlorn patriarch. 

“* My warriors and my children! hear ! 
it is cruel—itis very cruel—a heavy 
burden lies upon my heart! This is a 
dark day. The clouds are black and 
heavy over the Oneida nation and a 
strong arm is pressing on us, and our 
hearts are groaning under it. The 
graves of our fathers are destroyed, and 
our children are driven away. Our 
fires are pat out, and our beds removed 
from under us. The Almighty is angry 
with us, for we have been very wicked, 
and therefore it is that his arm does not 
keep us. Where are the chiefs of the 

#Tising-sun ? White chiefs now kindle 
their ancient fires! There no Indian 
sleeps but those who are sleeping in 
their graves. My house will soon be 
like theirs—soon will a white chief kin- 
dle his fire upon the hearth of Oneida! 
Your Skenandoah will soon be no more, 
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by our men from Albany made this day 
a sick dayim' Oneida. All our children’s 
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and his village no more a _yillage of In- 
dians. The news that came last night 
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and his voice will soon be heard no 
more in Oneida, But certainly he will 
be long in the minds of his children. 
In white men’s land his name has gone 
far, and will not die. Long has he said 


to his children—drink no strong waters. 


it makes you mice for white men, who 
are cats. Many a meal have they eaten 
of you, Their mouth is a snare, and 
their way like the fox. Their lips are 
sweet, but their heart is bitter. Yet there 
are good whites and good Indians. Jesus, 
whom I fove, sees all—his great day is 
coming ; he will make straight ; he will 
say to cheating whites and drinking In- 
dians, Begone ye, begone ye, go, go, go. 


In that day I will rejoice, but oh, great’ 
sorrow is now in my heart that so ma-. 


ny of my children mourn. The Great 


Spirit has looked on, all the while the) 


whites were cheating us, and it will re- 
main in his mind—he is good ; my blind 
eyes he willopen. Children, his way 
is a good way. Hearken, my children, 
when this news sounds in the council- 
house towards the setting-sun, and the 


chiefs of the six nations hearken,| 


and they send to the council by the 
great lake near the eetting-sun; and-they 


cry, make bows and arrows, sharpen the; 


tomahawk, put the chain of friendship 
with the whites into the ground—war- 
riors, kill, kill. The great chief* at 


the setting-sun won’t kill any of the six/}: 


nations that go into his land, because 
they have a chain of friendship with the 
whites ; and he says, the whites have 
made us wicked like themselves, and 
that we have sold them our land. We 
have not sold it ; we have been cheated : 
and my messengers shall speak true 
words in the great council towards the 
setling-sun, and say,—yet, bury the 
tomahawk ; Oneidas must be children of 
peace. Children, some have said that 
your chiefs signed papers of white men 
that sold our fires. Your chiefs signed 
no papers ; sooner would they let the 
tomahawk lay them low. We know one 
of our men was hired by white men to 
tell you this, and he will now say so. 
Papers are wicked things. Take care ; 
sign none of them, but such as our min- 
ister reads to us; he is straight. ‘The 
tears are running from his eyes. Father, 


= 
|\dry up your tears. We know, if your 
arm could, it would helpus. Yoy suffer 
with us ; bnt you are the servant of the 
| Great Spirit, and he will not love you 
less for loving Indians. Children, our 
| two messengers will run and carry your 
| sorrows to the great council fires* be. 
side the setting-sun. Run, my children, 
jand tellour words. Give health to all 
the chiefs assembled round the great 
\fire. And may the Great Spirit bring 
} you back in safety !”’ 
| Skenandoah, about a month before his 
|death, in reference to his long life andyil® 
the solitude in which age unfortunate oy 
jleaves us, most beautifully and pathetic > | 
cally said :— a 
‘1 am an aged hemlock ; the winds 
of an hundred winters have whistled | 
through my branches ; Iam deadatthe | 
top. The generation to which | belong 
| has run away and left me. Why | live, 
ithe good Spirit only knows. Pray to 
my Jesus, that | may have patience to 
| wait for my appointed time to die.” 
| That appointed time soon came, and 
his last desire was to be buried by the 
iside of the pious missionary by whom 
ibe bad been converted. 
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ESSAYIST, No. III. 
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| Tis done! the flame of hate no longer buras; 

“ Nature relents; but ab! too soon returns !” 

CAMPBELL. 
Revenge actuates the mind to seek 
retaliation for an injury, and is too at- 
dent to be calmed by mature delibera- 
tion. It does not come calmly, but 
rushes headlong upon us, and sweeps 
us away with its resistless force. !t 
is very difficult to prosecute a retalia- 


REVENGE. 





tion, which would at the same time be 
proportioned to the extent of the’injury: 
and gratify the vindictive spirit of the 
individual injured. Revenge approach- 
es in its nature, to a settled malignity, 
which, instead of being cooled by time, 
grows more inveterate. Why should 
he be considered a coward, who, iD 








* The Président. 


[er to one of the most sacred 


laws of nature forgives an injury, which ~~ 


hes been inflicted upon him by a fellow 
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being in a moment of irritation? We} of which, will forever be engraven on||rushed upon him and his remaining com- 
should pause and reflect: for although my memory. The legions of Clinton panion, and bore them from the field of 
it is impossible for man to divert those had made a sudden halt, and the sun, ri- slaughter in triumph. 

passions which have been planted in him ‘sing in the heavens had proclaimed the||_ But alas! who can describe the cold 
by the Almighty, yet he may check and | ninth hour of day, when the gallant Boyp || blooded murder. The gallant, heroic 
centroul them. It was for this purpose | with his Spartan band, was ordered to|| youth, whose valor inspired invincible 
that reason was given to man, that he| their station.* courage throughout the whole army, i 
might not allow his passions to carry The blue vault above appeared un-||was found the next day pierced with 
him into the most horrible extremes ; | cloudy,—aaught was heard, but the busy||many a wound. His headless trunk 
and were it not for this be would be| warrior preparing his deadly fuzee,— || proclaimed that mercy was extinct,—a 
like the brutes. It was owing to his un-| whic the skillful pioneers were con-||butchered hero was all that remained of 
restrained anger, that Alexander thej|,structing the bridge, that was to pass|| the soldiers friend—the dauntless Boyn. 
Great, killed his favourite Clytus ; and,| them over the Seneca’s dark bosom.—||His memory will forever live, and is re- 
when his passion had subsided, it was| Suddenly the war cry sounded in their||corded on the heart of 

with difficulty that he was prevented} ears; a band of fierce barbarians, like A SOLDIER. 

- from laying violent hands on himself for || wild tigers rushing on their prey, dart- |] mms = 
a fault which his sudden fury had caused | ed from the recesses of the forest—the|| ;;LUSTRATION OF OBSCURE SAYINGS 

him to commit. How often do we hear} savage yell sounded the death note, and PROVERBS, Kc. 
of men, who might be the boast of socie-| the youthful Boyd in martial array re- 
ty, sacrificing every thing which they ‘ceived them. Like an angel of destruc- 
should hold dear, to avenge a trifling} tion, the Achilles of the little host took 
injury. Instead of embruing their hands | his station in front,—the fire of a thou- 












































‘* aS DRUNK AS A PIPER.” 
Why persons of this description should 
be so stigmatized is not very clear un- 
less it be alleged that, being usually call- , 





























te poo Be a a being, they jsand warriors blazed in his eyes, andj ,4.. play a distinguished part at merry | 

ph in their innocence, danger nerved him with a giant strength. meetings, they are peculiarly liable to é 
and integrity, and then, indeed, would || Twenty gallant spirits,—chosen heroes, temptation. Be this os it a2 the fol- 
they have ample revenge. It has at] whose hearts swelled high, were array- lowing story by Sir Sebo Dali * 
length led to duelling, which is the] ed by his side, when the bloody conflict. his Memoirs, has a fair claim to ha oni- 


most odious practice that ever man pur- | commenced. 

sued. Although in the days of chivalry, |}; <The eyes of the army were upon them, | 
it was not only tolerated, but considered | but the rolling torrents of the Seneca 
honourable, yet in a free country, and ‘separated the gallant band from their 
civilized society, it ought to be abolish-|/companions in arms. They saw Boyd 
ed. We are commanded by that book} with his bold heroes, for instant frm 
which should be the rule of our conduct, |/as the bedded rocks, withstand the sav- ly overcome with liquor, fell down in 
to love those that hate us. Let us fol-|/age host which rashed upon them.— the street, and there lay asleep in this 
low the example of our Saviour, who, God, of battles! what carnage !——Nine- condition. He was taken up and thrown 
when every kind of insult was offered to| teen of his brave associates fell around||;¥. . cart betimes next morning, and 


gin of the proverb: “A dreadful plague 
raged this summer 1665, in London, and 
swept away 97,309 persons. It was 
usual for people to drop down in the 
streets as they went abouttheir busi. 
ness ; and a bag-piper, being excessive- 


a) etme 








him, bore it with meekness and forti-| him, one only remained,—an hundred carried away with some dead bodies.— = eel 
tude. ‘savages had surrounded them, but still, Meanwhile, he awoke from his sleep, it eae 
e. JUVENIS. | his unconquerable soul disdained to fly. being now about day’s break, and rising - 
= | Like a firm oak of the forest, in the tem- up, began to play atune : which so sur- 
FOR THE LADIES LITERARY CABINET. pest blast, he withstood the shock until prised the fellows that drove the cart, | 

Sa hurled and overpowered by its ven- who could not see distinctly, that ina 

THE SCENES OF A SOLDIER. geance. At length surrounded on all fright they betook them to their heels, 

An extract from his Journal. sides by the merciless monsters,—he||, 4 would have it that they had taken 







DEATH OF LT. BOYD. yielded, and with a demoniac yell which up the devil im the disguise of a dead 
The army of the gallant Clinton was echoed through the dark forest, they man.” It should be added, that accord- 
\ Re on its march to conquer the Six Nations, ing to an anonymous historian of the 


n * Lieut. Boyd, and twenty men, were over- : 
Pies - d though cheerless the sight of dark powered and inhomnaly murdered by the In- plague year, this man never took the 


sg terests, wet, dreary swamps and marhes dians, in August 1773, while stationed as a||infection, though he lay so long among : 
arg hich impeded their progress ; still the |/ guard on the margin of Seneca river, during the || the dead. ) 


_ chosen sons who had tought under the ||erection of a temporary bridge for the army of 

» banners of Wasnincron, disdained fa-||Ge- Clinton to pass, when subduing the six war-\{=——====——S——S—S—S , 
os endured the toil of war, and like om eee — Se ee MAXIM. 

' atorrent swept all before them. But baran “pried - — but oo aasistanc,|{ _ be excesses of our youth kes drafts 

Alas! the morning of the 13th of Au-|! could be rendered by them—the river being im- |} UPO® OUF old age, payable with interest, | 

st, 1778, ushered ip a day, the scenes!'passible ‘' “ =f the attack. about thirty years after date. | 
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VAR IETY. 





| 

| 

THE PARISIAN DESSERT. 
Singular Dish.—Some few years since, 8 
FIRE-WoRKS used to make a part of the | 
dessert in the fashionable Parisian enter- 


tainments. They are served up 


the table. Atthe proper time, 
put to a match, which is carefully con- \ 
cealed, and which burns ‘for some se- | 
conds, till, on a sudden, the table is co- 
vered with odorous fires of variegated} 
and most beautiful colours. A thousand} 


and saying this, he took an hundred pis- 
toles from his purse, which was the 
amount of the tradesman’s 
gave them to him. 
‘this; and as she was serupulously vir- 
|} tuous, she was fearful of lying under too 


in||> 


dishes, which appear as decorations of | ™° 
fire is} | T he colonel who was as gallant as the 


lady was scrupulous, repaid her the mo- |} 


demand, and 
The lady heard of 


¢reat an obligation to the judge, and im- 
liately sent him the hundred pistoles. 








‘ney, and so in the end every one did || 
| what was right. The judge feared to be Is 


A ——_— 


a, 


UI . a 
my ornaments; these are 


MY jewel; 
whom | have endeavoured to edue 
Cate 


for the good and glory of their country 


TO ALL LADIES WHOM Ir MAY concgpy 


A good wile should be like thre 
things ; which three things she shou] 


inot be like. 


First. She should be like a snail, 
keep within her own house; buat shi 


should not be like a snail, to Carry al 


unjust, the countess was cautious of ly- H he Las upon her bac! ae 


ing under too great an obligation, the | 


Secondly. She should be like an ech; 


wheatsheafs rise to the ceiling ; and the | ' colonel paid his debt, and the tradesman | | —to speak gill ‘no spoken to; bat sh 
be , } | 
guests, whose senses of sight and smell- received his due. 


ing are at once highly gratified, are pla-| 
ced under a vault of resplendant sparks. | 
The sound, odour, and splendour of this| 


unexpected spectacle, produce equal |; 


| 
THE FORCE OF ELOQUENCE. 
| 


Anecdote of 


Julius Coesar.—When') 


should not be like an echo, always 
have the last word. 


Thirdly. She. should be like atom 


‘ 
+ 
x 
a 


clock, always to keep time and regular | 


ty ; but she should not be like a tow 


surprise and delight, which are not dis- |) Quintus Ligarius. was prosecuted for || clock, to speak so loud that al! the tows 


turbed by the fear of any danger ; for) 
these sparks, notwithstanding their| 
brightness, are so innocent, that they'| 
will not injure the finest linens or gau- 
zes. It must be admitted, that a dessert! 
of this kind is a real drama; and that a 
sumptuous repast cannot be terminated 
in a more splendid and lively manner. 


CIRCUITOES JUSTICE. 

A Countess, handsome enough to pre-| 
jadice the most rigid judge in favour of 
the worst cause, was desired to take the 
part of a colonel in the army against a 
tradesman. The tradesman was in con- 
ference with the judge, who found his 
claim so clear and so just, that he assur-’ 
ed him of success.. At the moment the 
charming countess appeared in the anti- 
chamber The judge ran to meet her. 
Her address, her hair, her eyes, the tone 
of her voice, such an accumulation of 
charms were so pesuasive, that in a mo- 
ment he felt more as aman than a judge, 
and he promised the lovely advocate that 
the colonel should gain his cause. Here 
the judge was engaged on both sides. 
When he returned to study, he found 
the tradesman in despair. ‘ | have seen 
her,’ cried the poor man out of his sen- 
ses, ‘! have seen the lady who solicits 
against me, she is as handsome as an 
angel. O Sir! my cause is lost.’ Put 
yourself in my place,’ said the judge, 








||may not we give ourselves a pleasure, 
} which we have not enjoyed so long, that | 
| of hearing Cicero speak ; 
already taken my resolution ag@to Liga- | promise of excellent fruits. 
‘rius who is clearly-e-bad-meny-as-weltas Hit, i+ to destroy the germ of e& thousam 
| my enemy :”” but he was greatly moved 
| when Cicero began ; and his speech, as 
it proceeded, had such a variety of ‘pa- 


bearing arms against Casar, and Cicero || 
had undertaken to plead his cause, Ce- 
sar is reported to have said—* Why 


| 


since | have 





thos, so irresistable a charm, that his | 
colour often changed ; and it was evi-| 
dent, that his mind was torn with con- | 
flicting passions ; at last, when the ora-| 
tor touched on the battle of Pharsalia, | 
he was so extremely affected, that his | 
»whole frame trembled, and he let fall, 
some papers out of his hand ; thus con-. 
quered by the force of eloquence, he| 
acquitted Linsttian, 


— | 
CORNELIA. | 

Cornelia, daughter of the great Scipio, | 
and wife of the consul Sempronius, was| 
one day in company with some Roman | 
ladies, who were shewing their trinkets, | 
and admiring théir jewels, and whose 
minds seemed wholly occupied about 
their dress ; observing Corneliasit silent 
among them, they asked her to ‘shew 
them ker jewels, upon which, with a true 
maternal pleasure, she called her chil- 
dren to her, and presenting them to the, 




















quite confused, *Could-I refuse her 


company, said “*these ladies’; these are. 


may her her. 
~as 
ON MODESTY. 


Modesty, 
flower of a tender 


in a young femele, ts th 
shrub, 


virtues, 


which is the 
To destroy 


to betray the hope of society, tt 
commit an outrage against nature. The 


air of the world is a burning breath tha 
every day blasts this precious flower 
Delightful modesty ! supreme pleasur 


of love! what charms does a woman lo 


a 


at the moment she renounces thee! Hor 
careful, if she knew thy power, woul 
she be to preserve thee ; if not froe 
motives of virtue, at least from those ¢ 


coquetry! Females, 
ment be modesty : 


let your first opm 
great are ats advat: 


tages—it increases beauty, ands a ve! 


for deformity. 


King Philip of Macedon, once hap 


pened to fall to the ground, when eng 


ged in some gymnastic exercises. 


As 


the rose he observed the impression 


his body in the said,— Heavens, ef 
he, ‘how small a space hath nature 


lotted to us, and yet we are vain enog 


to desire to command the universe. 





5 


rf 


Zeno thus addresseda garrulous youth: 


Nature gave us two ears and one month 





that we might hear much and talk (vt! 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


The following is a translation from a French 
Poem, published in’a Loudon Magazine; traus- 
lated by request. 

L'AMOUR. 


Who can describe that child sublime, 
Whose birth coeval is with time ? 

That tiny for:n, whomall obey, 

That tenant earth, or air, or sea; 
Whose eyes in silken fillet sealed, 
Their form ther influence. unrevealed, 
Can yet au influence impart, 

To soften aud subdue the heart? 


That Name adored on Cuydian plains, 
And hymued in Sappho’s burning strains, 
From Nereid voices rising sweet, 

Foud Echo trembles to repeat ; 

Of power to charm dark Pluto's scul, 

The destiny of Jove controul, 

Change to a bull, his form divine, 

Aud teach Alcides, flax to twine. 


So fu idly vain, to yield a grant, 

So softly —feelingly—gallant, 

So darkly jealous— brightly trae— 

So wanton—but so modest too, 

Who gives so much—but gives to gain, 
Who stoops so far—but stoops to reign, 
And wins the dear, conie:tious ficld, 
By looks, that conquer, as they yic Id! 


Who first, will gentle pity raise, 
Then soothe the soul with duleet praise ? 
Will conjure up hope’s visions fair, 
Ouly to chase them with despair? 
On earth so gross—in heaven so pure— 
On earth so false—in heaven so sure— 
A rose, which seeks the sun's bright ray, 
But in the radiance dies away! 
REVICAM. 
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THE POLITICAL SENATE OF MICE. 
A FABLE. 


A meeting was held by the capitol mice, 
To talk o’er the affairs of their nation ; 
And, tho’ they all liv'd in the sweet state of peace, 
They wanted to raise botheration. 
The most learned mice conven’d to debate, 
And long did they talk on the business of state, 
About their finances,—their league with the rats, 
Amend meats of laws and treaties with cats 


Loud, foud was their gabble,—the sages look’d 


wise, 


And none but the people were blind of both eyes! 


A witless old mouse, who'd stood on all-fours, 
_  Arose on his rear like a man; 
First wiggling his tail.—then licking his paws, 
He thus his wise motion begaun— 
—‘* The rats are our friends—the cat-war 's ap- 
peas’d, 


|, The factions are crush’d,—invasions have ceas'd; 
| Then all that we waut is some wholesome ad- 
vice 

| On disbanding our legions of battling-mice. 
We're rich, to be sure,—our aation is free, 

But / am a true son of economy / 
| Why need we an army ’—th’ expenses are great, 
| And the people look up te the heads of the state. 
| The national debt must be paid,—and I say 
| —I would not for worlds lose a cent of my pay. 
| What say you, good mice,—is the army dis- 
} banded ? 
| The state of finances,—believe me, demand it!” 


_A grey whisker’d mouse,—quite bent with old 

age, 
Prepared to object to the motion: 

His experience in wars,—his continuance sage, 

Had made him the theme of devotion. 

' Sage brothers, it needs me to speak out my 

| mind 

On this motion of Niggard'’s ;—whose ardour I 

| find, 

Has wade hin grow reckless of national dangers, 

From cabaling fattions—and invasions of stran- 
gers. 
| Albeit I have fought at the head of our men, 
| Pm not quite so old, but I can fight there again! 
| Albeit 've been wounded in frays o'er and o’er, 
| My breast has grown tough and can take many 

more ! 
'Pve ne'er turned my back on a foe or a stranger, 
Nor will f turn back on my friends when in dan- 
| ger! 

Brothers'—it ill suits the pride of our name 
‘To lay by an army whose prowess and fame 
|Have struck e’en the cats with the quaking dis- 
ease, 
| And caused them to jump at a treaty of peace! 
0, shataeful it were '—what! a country like ours, 
| Exposed to the claws of war-like foreign powers ! 
'To lessen six-thousand /—a force in itself 
Unfit to embezzle a cheese from a shelf! 

‘Tis policy,—Niggard,—for your tongue to play 
/On this thing,—to secure your eight dollars a 
day |” 


A lengthy debate on one side and other, 
As such a wise nation demanded! 

By answering one question gave rise to another 
—To suffice—the war-mice were disbanded! 
The senate look’d wise,—and mice of each sta- 

tion 
Begun to be proud of the wealth of their nation 
| But the politic cats—seeing them pamper'd with 
riches, 














Had oft in the treaty made many foul breaches : 

At length with a foree, with great Tom at their 
head, 

They invaded the frontiers;—the out-settlers 
fled— 

Destruction and carnage spread over the land, 

And, alas'!—the poor mice had no army at hand: 

They regretted,—too late,—their unarm d situa- 
tion, 

And curs’d all the niggardly heads of the na- 
tion / 








S. 














FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 
A TUSCURORA WAR- 
RIOR, 
Mirna waken! loveliest flower, 
That graces Tuscurora’s bower! 
Waken from thy morning slumbers, 
Listen to Almarac’s nuinbers! 
See the star of day in splendour 
Rising o'er the mountain heights; | 
Gilding witha its ray so tender, 
The retiring traiu of night. 


SERENADE OF 


When that star shall seek its pillow, 
Far beyond dark Erie’s billow ; 
When it glows beyond the water, 
Crimson as the field of slaughter ; 
There amidst the dead and dying, 

On the field of battle’s breast, 
Your Almarac may be lying, 

Suik in his eternal rest. 


Then Mirna waken! why delay? 
Soon must your warrior haste away ! 
Wake in beauty like the dawning 


Of a summer's cloudless morning. Q 
Come forth oy love! in smiles array'd ; 

Bless we witb one parting glance— ; 
Too soon alas! those smiles may fade, ; 


For the foemen now advance. 


Hark the war-whoop loudly swelling! 
Hark, the war-dogs fiercely yelling ! 
Warriors thro’ the forest bounding, 
Now their battle-cry are sounding ; 
Farewell Mirna! now we sever— 

Glory calls I must away: 
Now we part—perhaps forever— 

Danger calls—Ii must sot stay. 

HORENTIUS. 


From the Charleston Courier. 


TUE PIRATE LOVER. 
Thou hast gone from thy lover, 
Thou lord of the sea! 
The illusion is over, 
That bound me to thee ; 
I cannot regret thee, : 
Though dearest thou wert, 
Nor can L forget thee, 
Thou lord of my heart! 





I lov'd thee too deeply, 
To hate thee and live; 
I am blind to the brightest, 
My country can give; 
But | cannot behold thee 
In plund’r and gore, 
And thy Minna can fold thee 
Iv foulness 00 more. 





Far over the billow 
Thy black vessel rides, 
The wave is thy pillow, 
Thy pathway the tides; 
Thy caunon are pointed, 
Thy red flag on high, 
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Thy crew are undaunted, 
But yet thoy mast die. 


I thought thou wert brave, 
As the sea kings of old; 
But thy heart is a slave, 
And a vassal to gold: 
My faith can be plighted 
To none but the free; 
Thy low heart has blighted 
My fond hopes in thee. 


I will not upbraid thee; 
I leave thee to bear 

The shame, thou hast made thee, 
Its danger and care: 

As thy banner is streaming 
Far over the sea, 

O! my fond heart is dreaming, 
And breaking for thee. 


My heart thou hast broken, 
Thou lord of the wave! 
Thou hast left me a token ° 

To rest in my grave: ) 
Though false, mean, and cruel, 
Thou still must be dear, 
And thy name like a jewel, - 
Be treasured up here. 
P. 





FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 





WRITTEN AT BELLEVIEU, DURING A STORM. 


Swift fleet the billowy clouds along the sky— 
Earth seems to shudder at the storm aghast; 
While only beings as forlorn as J, 
Court the chill borrors of the howling blast. 


Re inzas, | 


-E’enround yon crumbling walls in search of food, 
The ravenous ow! foregoes his evening flight ; 
And in bis cave, within the deepest wood, 
The fox eludes the tempest of the night. 


But to my heart congenial is the gloom! 
It hides me from a world [ wish to shun; 
That scene where ruinsapsjthe mould’ring tomb, 
Suits with the sadness of a wretch undone. 


Nor is the darkest shade—the keenest air, 
Dark as my fate—or black as my despair. 
4 FLORANTHE, 
New-York, September, 1821. 


- —_ 
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THE COTTAGE ON SUMMERSET.HILL, 
THE BIRTH-PLACE OF THE AUTHOR. 


Dear spot of my childhdod, the earliest blossom 


With rapture, I've drank from thy cool gliding 
rill 
That once might be seen in simple streams flow- 
ing 
Near the lov’d little Cottage on Summerset- 
Hill. 


And often beneath thy mild shaded bowers 
I've sat—my heart free from sorrow or ill, 
Whilst the sea-breeze hath fann'd the o’erspread- 
ing flowers 
That perfum’d the Cottage on Sammerset-Hill. 


Now those fond pleasures that gaily was hloom- 
ing, 
Have faded,—but lingering, they haunt my 
mind still, 
And time's iron hand is fastly entombing 
The lov d little Cottage on Summerset-Hill. 
JAMES. 





NEW-YORK, 
SATURDAY, APRIL 20, 1822. 








(> Yhose of our subscribers who contemplate 

shifting their residence on the Ist of May next 
will be pleased to give notice at the Cabinet 
office, No. 30 William-street, previous to that 
time, that their numbers may be served by the 
carriers as usual. 
Melancholy.—Mrs. Smalley, widow of Mr 
Smalley, who was kitted by ttgitming on the Se | 
instant, was taken with fits upon the death of 
her husband, and remained nearly senseless un- | 
til Saturday last, when she expired, leaving | 
four children to lament their sudden and untime- 
ly orphanage. 





The number of persons employed by book- 
printing in the Ujited States is estimated at 
10,000. Upwards of $400,000, were expended 
by the publishers of Rees’ Cyclopedia; 40,000 
reams of paper were used; 1.200 copperplates 
were engraved, from which 2.776.000 impress- 
ions were taken. It has for [5 years given em- 
ployment to one hundred persons daily. It is 
the largest work in the English language, and 
the American edition is larger than the English. 
The foreign books which have been published 
in the United States within 30 years, exceed 
$20,000,000. The amount of books manufac-| 
tured in this country every year is at least from | 
one and a half to two millions. 


Coutts, the Banker, bas left his entire fortene, 
consisting of about four millions of dollars, to 








The lov'd little Cottage on Summerset-Hill. 


‘Oh! often with pleasure, and beart that was 
glowing 


his wife, who was formerly Miss Mel of 
Drury Lane Theatre. sn 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


«*a We have on file a number of favours from 
our correspondents, both in prose and verse, 
Which will appear as soon as possible. 

>» Jalian” agd “ Juvenis” are received. 








The tale of “‘ Edward and Mary,” came 
late for this No. It will appear in oy, ant to 

“Uncle Adam,” reached here a day pe 
since. 

“Orlando” is received—hbis Subject is of 
serious a nature to be trifled with, 

Errata.—An error occurred in Our last Ny 
occasioned by the transposition of two lines 
“The Recluse.” The last line of page 178 ap 
the line following on page 179, shoulg ws 
been inserted immediately after the Second lip 
in the second colamn of the 178th page. 
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MARRIED, 


On Wednesday of last week, by the Rep! 
M. Matthews, Mr Charles Manning, to Miy 
Mary Alice Robinson.—Also, Mr. Thomy 
Storm Manning, to Miss Julia Robinson, daugi 
tersof Jo:a E. Robinson, all of this city. 

On Saturday merning last, by the Rev. D, 
Spring, John Bray Esq. of New- Brunswick, N.) 
to Miss Jane Millen, daughter of Alexander Ho 
sack, Exq of this city. 

Ona Sunday evening last, by the Rev. Archi. 


bald McClay, John Couenhoven, Eaq. to Miss 


Dorinda Demarest, all of this city. 

On Monday evening, by the Rev. Mr. Mitch. 
ell, Mr James Maland, to Miss Bridget Dignan, 
both of this city. 

On Tuesday evening last, by the Rev. Mr 
Stark, Mr. David C. Peck, to Miss Elenor Mié 
dlemas, daughter of Joseph Middlemas, Esq. 
of this city. 





DIED, 


On Saturday morning last, Mrs. Margare 
Geib, wife of Adam Geib. 

On the same morning, after a lingering illues 
Mr. Adeiph L. Degrore, aged 50 years. 

On Sunday last, of a lingering illness, Mt 
Cornelius Concklin, in the 41st year of hisage 

On Monday evening last, Mr. George Limber 
aged 74 years. 

On Menday morning, Mr Daniel Moore, afte 
a short illness, aged 58 years. 

On Tuesday afternoon, Maria Louisa, elds 
daughter of Mr. James W. Robinson. 

At Washington city, on Wednesday ofl 
weck, Benjamin Grayson Orr, Esq. late may 
of that city. 

At Havana, latter part of March, Mr. Guill 
the wronaut, and his wife. 

The city Inspector reports the death of # 
persons during the last week, ending oD Sale 
day last, viz. 12 men, 12 women, 16 boys 
8 girls. 
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